<£8 The Tragedy o/Othello 

Out of my fight. 

Pef. I will not flay to offend you, 

Lod. Trudy atr obedient Lady : 

I doc befcech your Lordlhip, call her backe. 

Otb. Millriffe. 

Pef My Lord. 

Oth. What would you with her fir? 

Lad. Who, I my Lord ? 

Oth. I, you did with that I wouldmakc her tume .• 
Sir (he can turne,and turne,and yet go on. 

And tume againe,and die can weepe fir, weepe; 

And (hec’sobedicnr,as you fay.obcdicnt ; 

Very obedient, proceed you in your tearcs. 

Concerning this fir : O well painted pafliou : 

I am commanded here .• — get you away, 

l*le fend for you anon : - -Sir, I obey the mandat. 

And will returne to ffemoe : — hence,auant, 

Cttfsie (hall haue my place; and fir to night 

I doe intreate that we may fup together. 

You arc welcome fir to Cypres ,— goates and monkies, 
Lod. Is this the noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufficicnt ? This t he noble nature. 

Whom paffion cc uld not fluke ? Whofe folid venue. 
The (hot ofaccidcnt,nor dart of chance 

Could neither graze,nor peirce ? 

I 4q. He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his wits fafe? is he uot light ol braine • 
lag. He’s that he is,I may not breathe mycenfure. 

What he might be,if as he might ,he is nor, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Ltd. What, (hike his wife. ,. 7t , _ 

lag. Faith that was not fo well; yet would I knew 

That ftroake would prque the worft. ' v£l ‘ ; 

Lod. Is it his vie? ^ 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blo®c * 

And new create this fault? 

Jag. ^las,alas. 






What I haue K r denote him fo, 

fp“‘ b : ll ° cba ‘ 8 ° e * ’ 


Exeunt. 


Enter Othello WEroillia* 

n i y oU haue feene nothing them 

it 

fiiaSv ».>«■» “ a<ie tzr* 

h Oth . What, did they neucrwhifpei? 

Em. Neuer,my Lord. > 

Oth. tfor fend you out o the way? ■ 

Em. Neuer,my Lord. 

to , nV wretch ha put this in y °ur head. 

Let heauens requite it with the Serpents cur e s 
For if Ihe be not honeft,chafte,ai , 

There’s no man happy ,tbe pureft of her Ses 
3s foule asflander. . 

Oth. Bid her come hither goe,^ . 

Shcfaves cnoueb,yet fbe’s a fimple bawde. 

That Jannot fay as much . this is a fubtk whore, 

Aclofet locke and key , of villainous fe'.rets 3 _ 

And yet fhee’llkncele and ptay,Iha fceiw h« do t. , 
y Enter D cfdcmo na anf Emul ia, 

Pef. My Lord,what is your Will ? 

Oth. Pray chucke come hither, 

Pef. What is your pleafure? 

& 3 


: ill! 
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Ill 
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